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Dara W i e r
I R e m e m b e r  Rilke
I r e m e m b e r  R i lke  s o p p in g  w e t ,  
sp raw led  o u t  as usual 
all ove r  h is  l ilac bed, 
n e w f a n g l e d  b r e e z e s  f i r i n g  up 
his f r e e z i n g  rooms, 
c r u m b s  of s esam e  d ru g s  
loose in h is  k i l l e r  ha ir .
Like 9 196 of t h e  res t  of us 
he  l ied a b o u t  t h e  t i m e  
he  s p e n t  a lone.
He s p e n t  m o s t  of his t i m e  
on t h e  t e l e p h o n e .
And t h e  res t  in p u r s u i t  
of a sp id e r  h e ’d ru n  across  
at supper ,  s t r i d i n g  up 
his b u t t e r  kn ife .
He was  o n e  h a n d s o m e  devil,  
all t e n s i le  m u sc le  
bui l t  for rap id  travel.
He n e v e r  o n c e  said p lease  
or h e s i t a t e d  to c raw l  
in to  d i n n e r  p la tes.
Such a r e l i e f  to see  
a g r o w n ,  l iv ing  spider ,  
a s t r id e  a t r ive t ,  d e c l a i m i n g  
ag a in s t  m in u t i a e ,  by s im p le  
v i r t u e  of his  b ea r ing ,  
t h e  u n r e q u i r e d  c h a m p i o n
C u t B a n k
of infinity ,  e n jo y in g  himse lf
at t h e  table,  e n c o u r a g in g
Rilke to co m m i t  to m e m o r y
his adora t ion  of a ce r ta in
shade of violet . W i t h o u t
apology, w i th o u t  so m uch  as
a nod tow ard  reg re t ,  h e  am bled
up a w o m a n ’s arm and tu r n e d
like a fr iend ly  b race le t  a round
h e r  sens ible  wris t .  I d o n ’t
tru ly  r e m e m b e r  m uch  m o re  abou t  Rilke.
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